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women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 

always 
women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 


A PARTIAL LIST OF LESBIANS 


love cunt 

don't come 

need for it to be their idea 

won't take responsibility for doing it and 
have to be seduced 

want to do it less 

want to do it more 

have fantasies they can never tell 

wish they could stop thinking and start 


feeling 


women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 


can only come when they're alone 

can only come with one certain woman 
can only come clothed 

come quietly 

make a lot of noise 

come sometimes 


and can't sometimes 
and worry all the time 


women who 


want it better than they've got 


women afraid they won't measure up in bed 


women who 
women who 
women who 


feel clumsy 
get angry when they come 
don't want to be touched 


down there 


women who 


don't want to put their faces 


down there 


women who 
women who 
women who 
women who 


are obsessed with sex 
think they shouldn't 
are afraid of cunt 
suffer jealousy 


women afraid they never do it right 


women who 


won't say what they want 


women ashamed of what they want 


women who 
women who 
women who 


don't know what they want 
can't get what they want 
won't allow themselves to have 


what they want 


women who 


don't want to be queer 


women brave enough to be queer 
women who like to do it to other women but 
don't like it done to them 


women who 


hustle but don't follow up 


women who can't hustle 


women who 
sex 


can't admit that 


is on their minds 
women who fake orgasms 


women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 
women 


afraid of penetration 
who require penetration 


who like it kinky 


who like to bring other women out 
who like to toy with the idea 


who dive right in 


who don't like to be rushed or pushed 


who like it light 
who like it hard 


who like to talk about it 
who change the subject 


who are faithful 


women who have something on the side 
women who sleep around 
women afraid of that much 
intimacy - 
women who love incestuously their 
mothers 
sisters 
daughters 


women who have explicitly sexual lesbian dreams 

women who feel grudging and ambiguous and 
difficult and anxious and imperfect 
bliss 


Marilyn Gayle 


Catherine 


By 


HOLAY YOU DIRTY LESBIANS 


Conversations about if an ant 
would die when dropped off the 
Empire State Building 


summer's sweet 


And you really told them 

I made love to you last night 
I'm always caught in your 
free wording of my personal 
Activities 

I go on licking your cunt while 
you're telling how it feels 

I suppose I'm gratified in 
knowing first 

being first told 

doing it to you 


You're not supposed to share your secrets on 

what you like that makes you cum 

1. Kissed on your lower belly 

2. Having your nipples kissed, licked, sucked 

3. And not being gone down on until you're truly excited 

4. The shaking and twitching of your muscles while climaxing 
5. Pulling the sheets with your toes right before you cum 


HEE! HEE! 


Pamela Lupe 


HAPPY 


We must have been in love 
back then 
pretending that we weren't 
talking all the time about our 
previous lovers 
but I felt happy then and 
did it matter what we said 
when we 
spent long hours 
eating cunt? 
in defiance of the wishes 
of everyone we knew 
oh, not one friend or foe 
wanted me to feel so 
irritable and happy 
abject and happy 
craven and happy 
stoned and happy 
dependent and happy 
illicit and happy 
horny and happy 
unproductive and happy 
turbulent and happy 
defensive and happy 
jealous and happy 
raunchy and happy 
dirty and happy 
irresponsible and happy 
confused and happy 
angry and happy 
nasty and happy 
unsociable and happy 
alienated and happy 
frightened and happy 
anxious and happy 
unstable and happy 
scared and happy 
perverted and happy 
queer and happy 
I was such a bad girl 
and so happy 
and nobody but you 
wanted me 
to feel so much 
my self 


Marilyn Gayle 
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SEX IN WINTER 


Sometimes we spend the whole day 
discussing why it's so hard 


to get to it ye rs 
f A Jaa. 
and we don't get around to it x ie We So 
WIR TEX y J Z 
Almost never CSE 
do we drift into sex directly NS KN) Hr 
from sleep y, 


- 


because I'm too easily frightened 
when I'm first awake 
This is when she likes it best 
Often we 
antagonize each other by 
mentioning our attractions 
for other women 
and we bury our angers 
as we bury our faces 
in each other's cunts 
We usually meet halfway into the day 
not quite often enough © 
We spend a lot of time that we 
could be working 
trying to get to sex 
Think how much easier it would be for 
us to survive 
if we didn't have to fight the 
weight of the world's wish 
lodged in our throats 
and nerves and muscles 
that we spread our legs for men 
bear children 
create cheap labor 
cannon fodder 
tell lies, play 
dead, do nothing useful to ourselves 
and never never never be so useless 
to men 
as to have sex with another woman 
but every time I come I win. 
I used to be first most of the time. 
She got turned on by doing it to me. 
I only came once each time when we were first 
lovers, four years ago 
but she came again and again 
taking her second, third, fourth, 
fifth, sixth, seventh orgasms 
off my Venus mount which 
I humped up to meet her 
as she rubbed her own, hard, 
against me 


and I could watch her face as she came, 
her eyes rolled back and her cries 
forced out through gritting teeth. 
I couldn't believe her sexuality 
that she could take it 
take it 
not requiring that it be given 
just right 
or that anybody else assume her 
responsibility for wanting it 
and I envied her easy tally of orgasms 
while I chased 
through the brambles of my mind 
trying to catch my elusive niggling 
one 
and wishing she would do a little more 
exactly, exactly 
what I would do if I were masturbating 
I wanted her secret: 


(REACH) 
But not with a closed fist. 
Want it. 
Don't be afraid to admit you 
Want it. 


Try to push your 

inside out 
Try to pull her 

outside in 


we AN 
co = 
Breathe with your vagina ee 
in rhythm 
again and again \ 
gasping for touch 


Talk, scream, send signals, tilt, 
undulate, writhe, clench, squeeze, 
make faces, grunt, flail, cheer her on, 
shake, shudder, jerk, stiffen, open 
wide your legs, relax, get scared, 
try hard 

love don't come easy 


I could never rub off on her 
not giving my specific needs 
enough specific attention 
Caressing my breasts could make me 
burn 
but never blaze 
Digital manipulation long ago 
taught me what it was 
they'd all been talking about 
before I cooled off 
and dried up 
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Masturbation brought me back 
when the importance of my clit 
and my craving for cunt 
were guilty secrets 
but now I can't excite myself 
And we do not sixty-nine 
putting one of us on top 
or both of us in awkward positions 
nose next to anus 
giving us both an upside down 
angle on the other's clit 
making it hard to breathe for 
purely logistic reasons 
and I can't do two things at the same time 
But while taking turns 
(even if my mind is like 
The Wall Street Journal) 
Sex Always Works 
if I'm lying on my back 
with nothing else to do 
and if 
One Certain Woman 
encircles my labia with her lips 
repeatedly and rapidly licks my clit 
caresses one breast with one hand 
enters and strokes the interior walls 
of my vagina 
with one finger 
of the other hand 
All at the Same Time 
and meanwhile I merely try 
to keep my fantasies from leading me 
too far from my exposed sensations 
because the consciousness of participating 
in the act of having sex 
with a woman like myself who is 
pressing her mouth against those 
parts of me I learned to dislike: 
that is, catching myself in the act 
of doing what I want and. fear 
the most, is shocking. 
I am always shocked. 
Which is to say, we come every time. 
I was ambitious, I started to reach 
for more 
three, four 
Now after long drought I stoop to brag 
it's true and: should be noted 
that these two dykes eating each other 
out can infallibly induce several shaking, 
shrieking orgasms every single time 
we really get down to it 
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three, usually, for me 
because my orgasms have extended 
and deepened and opened and prolonged themselves 
and I can't brave more 
because they 
unnerve me. 
Today I had four. 
It was terrific. I didn't know I was that horny. 
I forgot we weren't isolated anymore in our 
summer country place but now in a crowded 
apartment building I screamed coming 
and I don't mind if she sees me 
and hears me making a fool of myself, 
but I do have misgivings about the rest of 
the world, generally unfriendly to lesbians. 


Now to the scary part: 
Eating Another Woman's Cunt 
Don't believe it. 
It's not as scary as coming. 
She didn't prefer my coming first 
for nothing. 
Now we take turns, keeping track 
of who was first last. 
We go right down 
almost business-like 
surely unromantic 
seldom seduce each other anymore 
we discuss it and decide 
smoke grass to set us tingling 
because having our clits licked 
always turns us on. 
Here's what I do: 
I nestle myself between her legs 
We lie diagonally across the bed, 
in tandom, 
she on her back, I on my stomach 
I comb her pubic hair to either side 
and draw apart her labia majora 
and then I spread her labia minora { 
which form the flaps down off the hood 
of her clitoris. 
Her vulva are pink like the lips of my mouth 
these lips that I press with my lips 
pushing them, lip to lip, till they are clear 
of her clitoris, which can 
arch like a cat being stroked 
up against my tongue-tip. 
Of course, I'm afraid of cunt. 
Cunt is a dirty word. 


LS 


Folds of pink membrane that grow 
tumescent and slippery and stiff 
in response to my rapid and precise 
and untiring tongue: 
this is not valued in our society. 
Sometimes I'm still shaken and 
chilled by gratuitous glimpses 
of her cunt 
I needed to get used to 
the smell of cunt 
having been taught it wasn't pleasant 
needed to get reconciled with how 
piss and shit and blood 
had passed near where I 
licked 
This is all worth doing. 
I have rearranged my mind, I have 
changed myself, thought new thoughts, 
come out, braved ridicule, lived in 
fear for 
cunt is beautiful, cunt is 
home, cunt leaps to the touch, 
cunt transmits and receives, cunt is 
to the mouth what the mouth has always craved, 
cunts are second faces, cunts are 
delicious 


not horseback riding not diving not 
rolling down hills not sailing rock- 
climbing driving too fast not 
meals not games not social conversations 
nothing is better than riding astride 

A Coming Cunt. 


Except reversing roles. Marilyn Gayle 


POEM FOR A TROUBLEMAKER 


When we're sitting around 
talking about old lovers 
and how crazy they were 
I have to say: 
I had a lover who masturbated in the Safeway. 
And also driving down the highway. 
So of course we made love to each other, 
one hand on the wheel, 
the other manipulating clit, 
driving across Texas. 
And on a Florida beach 
and next to a Rocky Mountain stream 
in someone's bedroom at a party 
on your mother's living room floor 
in my marriage bed 
in the bathroom. 
It was the day to day sex 
in bed that bored you. 
Well, we had some good times, 
and as I told you 
You saved my life. 
I was looking for you for a long time, 
someone who'd help me make my get-away 
from the nice gentle guy and the two kids 
and the lovely waterfront studio and 
the stale, normal, deadly life. 
Trying so hard to be a good girl, 
a good wife, a good mother. 
Everyone else thought I 
should have been happy. 
You said you thought I looked miserable 
and "needed an alternative" 
so you reached out a hand 
and helped me save my 
precious life. 


Barbary Katherine 
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IN WHICH WE MAKE LOVE 


Pam lounges beside me her smooth beautiful back arched, 
resting on elbows, breasts pushing into the bedspread 
on the clover and grass in the sun. Warm. Warm. Warm. 
We know this warmth for each other out here on our first 
sunny lovemaking. Winter passions want a shelter from the 
cold, a big secure warm bed with piles of blankets to be 
thrown off when the heat of our excitement keeps away the 
cold. Now the sun-warmed air cushions us in this exterior 
womb we so happily enter. I am on my left side facing Pam, 
watching as she laughingly begins a story of a small purple 
worm with yellow human eyes found long ago at age three. 
I tease her, saying she must have dreamt it. No. No. 
Details of putting the bug in a jar, holding the jar, her 
graceful, controlled hands cup toward each other. She spits 
on the worm, yells at it, pulls grass up to throw in the 
jar. Her woman's face revolves toward me, woman's eyes 
coming back from infancy want me to believe. She's smiling, 
I'm smiling. Mutual enjoyment we want to continue. "Oh, Pam..." 
scoffing disbeliever. "It did, it had eyes like a person's. 
I'll draw you a picture." Rises to get drawing materials. 
Slender body going from horizontal to vertical in a motion 
so fluid I repeat the pleasing scene mentally. Pushing up 
with her arms, smooth shoulders tensing momentarily, sun 
glittering dark-haired head lifting away from me. Her 
globe breasts come into view, wonderful abdomen above 
her temporal cunt. Satiny thighs I can feel on my lips. 
Pam is perceptive, she sees I'm liking looking, she grins 
and tickles my cunt with her wiggling toes. My friendly 
lover prances into the house for pen and paper, aware that 
I'm admiring her movements. Back from the house she lies 
beside me again, drawing pad before her. A pause. Her 
gentle hand feels the softness of my cheek, serious eyes 


look at me. She kisses me. "O.K. now this is what it 
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looked like." With a map pen she sketches a little legless 


fat bigheaded worm with round human eyes. "And it was _ 
ie) 


Op 


purple." We laugh at the picture and the Unbelievable 
True Story. Her head tilts down to look at the drawing, 
the silk thread hair caressing her neck separates so I 

can see, linger on, the smoothness of her skin on the back 
of her neck. Into my nose into my body comes the smell, 
the feel of Pam. I lean as close as I can come to her 
without touching her for the full implosion of her odor 
uncomplicated with tactile signals. What she is is a hint 
of soap from our morning bath, a smell of the oil produced 
by her body for protecting her hair and skin, then the warm 
scent of her body heat mingled with sun. My inhalations 
and exhalations are in quick succession. Each intake of 
air brings her inside me anew. My breath fluttering over 
her neck creates an excited sensation in her throat and 
mouth, in a sexually laden whisper she sends a message, 
"That feels goooood." She turns onto her side toward me, 
laughing quietly, carries her excitement to me in her hand 
as she lightly runs her palm up my ribs down again over my 
waist, slides along my hip then back slowly. Her lips 
kiss my throat lovingly in a way that arouses me slowly 
and assuredly. A kiss that begins with her mouth open, 
warm, wet, light pressure. I can feel her tongue creating 
an infinitesimal tickle over the surface of my skin down 
the insides of my arms and centering in my palms. Her 
mouth sucks gently, her lips draw languidly together, soft 
slipping and as her lips touch, she presses down slightly in 
emphasis. This enjoyment continues over my throat to the 
little depression in the middle of my collarbone, then 

up the slopes of my breasts. A tight pleasurable feeling 
is developing along the insides of my thighs and the fornix 
of my cunt. I extend my arm along her side, across the 
curve of her waist, encompass the roundness of one of her 


wonderful firm buns in my hand. My hand rubs circular 
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patterns that cause the inner softness of my arm to glide 
around and up, around and up her delicate waist. Our breasts 
curve, touch easily, part to touch again. Look for each 
other in faces. Fine curves of her eyelids. Glass light 
and dark perfection of eyes. She has smooth cheeks, a 
statue's nose, beautiful responsive mouth. I kiss her 
lips to lips, our mouths play together, prolong every 
movement and build passion. Initially my lips go to her 
mouth closed, as our mouths press we are more and more 
charged from the feelings being created, my lips open, 

her lips respond, sexual excitement surges through us. 

Our catalytic mouths induce body emotions. As our mouths 
meet, our pliant breasts come together, our silken bellies 
press, the mounds of our cunts push together signaling 
wildly. A suggestion from my thigh, her leg slides over 
mine. She rubs her cunt softly against my upper thigh. 
The touch of her hand running up along the curving small 
of my back causes me to push against her body. Pam rises 
up, in one motion she gently positions us so she is lying 
stretched out atop me with one satin skinned leg between 
mine, the other alongside the outer part of my thigh. 

She rests on her right forearm, caresses my body with 

her left hand and nuzzles my throat and breasts. Cupping 
my hand over her left bazzoom I lift my mouth to her light 
brown nipple, slowly gently feel its surface with the 
upper end of my tongue. The sensation elicits a tautness 
of the tip of her nipple. My tongue takes a small journey 
around the excited raised portion of her brownness. I 
knead her downward weighted breast as my mouth covers 

her nipple. I revel in the pressure of her form, her 
motions, her scents. Mouths wanting each other we kiss. 
Our tongues discover another intensifying excitement. 

My feathery tongue slip between her upper lip and teeth 
electrifies her, a wordless voice of pleasure reverberates 


in her throat. Our bodies rub and roll along, cunts 
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palpitating, woman for woman. Pam's fingers go on an 
expedition across the smooth expanse of my abdomen, fingers 
go down into the bushiness of my pubes. My eyes close, 

I inhale abruptly at the charge of those inventive players 
developing the theme. Her lips toying with my right nipple 
add a flourish. Ring finger and index finger part the 

way for her middle finger's descent to my keyed-up clitoris. 
She lightly brushes the pad at the swirly end of her 
fingerprint over my sensitized clit. Softly. Softly. 
Presses gently, her finger describes a fine oval continuously. 
Her eyes watch how I feel, she is completely attuned to 

me and I to her. Heatedly we kiss, her finger goes down 
between my labia to find the silken slipping liquid of 
desire then glides up to flow over and around my increasingly 
fired clitoris. She amplifies the sliding intense friction 
of her digit on my center. I bring my outstretched leg up 

at the knee so my thigh is inclined toward Pam's cunt. 


I press my thigh up against her, she rubs her entire cunt 


Pamela Lupe 


slowly, luxuriously back and forth. My body matches her 
motions. She moves her hand to embrace me, her thigh pushes 
against my cunt, we hold onto one another, undulating. 

She rises up, cups her hands on the under sides of both 

my thighs, pulls my legs gently up and apart and arranges 
herself between my limbs. She lies on her belly with 

her arms going around my hips, her hands fondling my breasts, 
she feels the softness of my inner thighs with her cheeks. 
Delicately she exposes my clitoris with her fingers, I 

feel the incredible velvet pressure of her mouth on me, 

her silky tongue moving along the surface of my clitoris. 
That fascinating feeling is the focus of my mind and body. 
Sliding, gliding, slipping tongue enthralls me. Her tongue 
pulls up over the hood of my clit then licks enticingly 

back with the underside smoothness. She draws my clitoris 
into her mouth ever so slightly by sucking tenderly, she 
thrills me further by increasing her tongue caresses. 

I begin rolling my pelvis toward her, relaxing and rolling 
again. She picks up the rhythm, we make waves that hold 

me entirely. Held here all I want is this pleasure. In 

my mind there is only a wonderful intense elation. Over 

and over again we repeat, each stanza building for the 

next. In my thighs, cunt and ass is an exhilirating tautness, 
no longer caring to control my body I have become relaxed 
while feeling sexually tensed. She has brought me to the 
edge of coming, to the place I love, she knows I'm right 
there, her impassioned tongue sends me soaring away. 

Ahhhh. Orgasm, I am alive, living all over, my mind comes 
away from my skull trap, my senses combine in a sensational 
coursing whirlwind. Wildness gently becomes a soft breeze 
of pleasure and Pam comes up from my cunt to wrap me ina 
loving hug, happy and excited. She kisses all over my smiling 
face. I rub my hands around on as much of her as I can, wanting 
to touch her entirely at once. I love myself, I love her, 


making love. Her body is cushioned against mine, we are comfortable, 
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lulling. She scoots down a little to brush her face rhythmically 
back and forth across my breasts. I watch. She is so nice to 
look at. She excites me, I want to make love again. She looks 
at me, her face and body tell me she wants to make love. From 

my face and touch she knows my feelings. We kiss very heatedly, 
eager for one another. She turns over, pulling me with her so 

I am resting above. I slip my hand down to her already aroused 
cunt, pressing, massaging her with my fingers and the heel of my 
hand. My mouth goes to hers, as we kiss a pleasant moan comes 
from her throat. Her excitement from making love to me shows 

in her wetness. I slide middle fingers into her vagina then slip 
up to her clitoris on silvery shining wet. Her legs relax, fall 
apart as I go onto my side fingers rubbing her clitoris. My left 
arm is under her head, cradling her, she turns her head toward me 
and presses her face into my breast. I glide up and down her 
clitoris more quickly, her eyes close, she nuzzles me, her hips 
roll around with pleasure. I bury my face in her neck. . . 

"T love you." "I love you." "Oh, I love you." My fingers go 
inside her, her pelvis lifts up, she pulls me on top of her. My 
leg between hers provides pressure, she glides her cunt up and 
down on my thigh. I compliment her motions with my body, our 
breathing is accelerated. "Go down on me." I flow toward her 
cunt, kiss her beautiful throat, her breasts, her belly, inner 
thighs. I find her clit and settle my mouth upon her. Gentle 
strokes of my tongue. "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm." My whole body rocks with 
hers. My tongue slips along the smoothness of her clitoris faster 
and faster. Her moans come to me from up there above her breasts. 
She's going to come, I know she's going to come. "Slow, slow." 
She makes wonderful sounds as I slowly pull my tongue softly 

up and down her clit. Her body heaves, she shouts her pleasure 


as she's coming, "Oh Tracy, Oh Tracy, Oh Tracy. . . 


DECORATIONS FOR A DANCE 


It would never have occurred to the innocent 
That this dress patterned from her child's 

Fancy ribboned memories, 

Specially taken from her closet for the occasion, 
Could mock, turning against her grown 

Hot tangled body dancing so 

Darkly giddy in your eyes. 


So meticulously you strove to mirror this 

Double imaged woman 

Summing her up and spitting her out whole, 

As if these were the proper steps for the evening, 
That she fell limp, confused in pain to be 
Gathered by your triumphant magnanimity. 

Merged yet vacant. A void to fill. 


Jane Levens 
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It's a jungle out there 
I swear 

and nobody seems to care 

about getting some real 
orgasms 

felt and physical 

orgasms that make 

her shake 
and jerk 

Instead there's this new kind 


Orgasms of the Mind 
(not even forbidden by the Church) 


and who can tell if 
what she seems to feel 
is real if 
she manifests all the virulent symptoms 
of pain 
and longing 
and striving for the peak 
experience 
of being romantically and mentally and 
imaginatively and hopelessly 
in 
unconsummated 
love? 
Only appearances count. 
She can even appear 
to be queer 
But nobody 
in reality 
and in bed 
has ever gotten the goods on her. 
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Marilyn Gayle 
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your belly flat 
breasts small 
body long lean 
not 
like mine but 
moves 
like mine sounds 
like mine 
my fingers trace 
lines on your belly they have never been so 
alive we are 
vessels so full of feeling we can't 
hold it we just 
pour it out 
pour it out 


Melanie 
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LOSING YOU 


Is there a difference between loving 
and making someone love me? 

Is one going out 

and the other coming in? 

"Go right down on me." 

"Alright." 

I spread the hair and labia 

back from your clit 

and lick up from vagina to clit 

and immediately start 

rhythmically thumping your clit 

with my tongue 

reach up and stimulate your nipple 
and wait 

until you relax into it 

and softly moan. 

Your clit gets firm and erect 

you snuggle your face into the pillow 
and moan 

‘and hit the mattress with your fist 
tilt your pelvis toward my mouth 

your muscles tense 

in a ridge down the center of your abdomen 
and I can feel your toes wiggle against my side. 
You reach your cunt toward me 

then fall back, then reach again. 

I patiently continue 

with variations of speed and movement 
to play, to tease, to stroke, to caress 
your clit. 

sounds of pleasure 

sounds of pain 

sounds of fear 

Ohhhhhhhh-- 

little whines, groans 

and you lift your thighs up 

to signal me to enter you. 

I slide my finger inside you, 
slippery and soft and swollen, 

deeply at first, 

then begin to stroke the 

ridges on the roof of your cave. 

You groan your pleasure, 

your clit is so erect 

it seems to have a teeny nipple on the tip. 
I know you're on the plateau 

on your way 

trying to make it last 

leaning into it and falling back. 

I slide my finger deeper into the tunnel 
toward your cervix 

and stroke it with my fingertip. 
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You moan in fear of coming, 

tilt and put your foot on my back. 

Your vaginal walls have been 

softly hugging my finger, 

now they pull back forming a spacious cave, 
I explore with my finger the roof ridges, 
the back, the bottom, the depths-- 

the walls close in again 

and air escapes past my finger. 

You cry out, then quiet 

then another cry, then quiet 

and another cry and we're on our way 

my tongue and finger stroking 

riding you to keep my "Seat" 

moving with you as you heave 

your cries come closer together 

and then you scream 

and scream 

in terror and pleasure 

and I feel energy and relief 

come through me from you 

your face looks shaken 

then your brown eyes go soft and peaceful 
as they look at no other time. 


Could it be possible 

that you would not be in my life 
that I would not be in yours 

that you could become 

someone I see in the bar sometimes 
and I would have to fill my life 
according to what value? 

Eat what, see whom, do what, 

for what reason? 


But what about our promise? 

What promise? We never promised. 
Well, it seemed like a promise, 

an agreement: 

that I would never be lonely again, 
that you would always love me, 

that I was valuable, 

that you wanted me. 


Now you say you want her. 

You want her. 

You told her you want her. 

So a woman is not forever either. 

A man is not forever 

a child is not forever 

a mother is not forever and neither is a woman. 
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If I could hold the concept of NOW 

just now 

she loves me. . . now. 

But if it's just today 

I can't open up 

expose myself 

feel close 

feel known. 

Trust. 

If I see you 

or hear you 

I want you nearer. 

If I did not see you or hear you 

for awhile 

would all the little open 

tuned toward you nerves 

seal off at the exposed 

sensation absorbing ends? 

And then when I saw you again 

after a long, long time 

then perhaps I would not want you nearer, 
want to touch you with my hands and mouth. 
Then would you look like other women to me 
and everything about you wouldn't have 
such importance to me? 


And I could begin to open new nerve endings, 
sensitize toward some other woman? 

I have become painfully aware of the increasing 
area of scar tissue formed 

on my openness 

and wonder how much whole skin 

is remaining. 


LOSING ME 


Wanting to get close 

close enough to lose 

and find myself 

to find out who I am 

who I'm not 

lying on a bed with you in my arms 
your back against my front 

my arms around you 

my hand in your cunt 

my fingers on your clit 

reaching down to get some cream 
from your vagina 

sliding back up to your clit 
moving the ball of my finger around 
and around the clit 
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left hand on left breast 

fingers stroking nipple 

doing it to you 

doing it to me 

when you moaned 

and cried out 

a rush of sound and tension and relief 
I thought 

I 

had come. 


Barbary Katherine 


BETWEEN TURNS 


"Write about how I come," I urged her, 
because I like to read about myself 
look at pictures of myself 
reap attention of any kind 
and because I had come three times 
just previously 
colossally. 
"Maybe I will," she said. 
But I'm writing this just to make sure. 
We were nestled together in the dark 
naked below the waist where our legs intertwined 
dressed otherwise each of us in socks and shirt 
under the covers because the furnace had quit 
and it was her turn next 
but I was prolonging my afterglow. That is, 
I felt relaxed. 
I wanted her to write how I come so that 
every woman reading this book would know 
that I come and when I do 
I give an impressive. show. 
This is self-advertising, I know, 
while I have made love with no woman but her 
these past four years 
and while I'm even more afraid of sex 
with any other woman than with her, and she 
is almost scarier than I can brave. 
We've gone so far 
as to move to separate houses 
because I went berserk, what can I say? 
and gave her a black eye for crowding me 
or because I hadn't crowded her enough. 
I hit her for my jealousy and hers. 
Because of all the times she took her leave 
of me and kept me near. Because 
when she puts her face between my legs 
she gets too close to me, time and again, and 
crowded by her power over me 
during each grudging surrender 
I doubt my own motives 
for putting myself through 
these forbidden devastating bolts of pleasure. 
"Por instance, how can you tell I'm going 
to come? What happens?" 
"A Big Gush of Lubrication," she said. 
"and then I come." 
"Not always first thing. But when there's 
A Big Gush of Lubrication 
I know you're on the way. Then sometimes 
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your vagina closes in around my finger 
and it's soft and cushiony and wet, and my finger feels 
surrounded. Or it opens up like a cave, 
with a definite shape, and I can feel 
the ridges of muscles along the walls. 
Sometimes my finger strokes your walls. 
Or I slide it in and out in this 
Big Rush of Goosh." 
She was talking about my first orgasms. 
During the follow-ups I tighten every muscle 
in my pelvic region, sphincters, thighs, 
trying to force the tingling into me, or 
I simulate intentionally my gaping 
baby-bird-like wolfing down of ecstacy 
the muscular movement that becomes a reflex 
when I come 
swallowing out of control. It's like 
saying achew to remind myself how to sneeze. 
And this helps to open those channels 
of conduction where the intense 
voluptuous impulses 
can disperse throughout my length. 
My body is a throat. 
To wait dangling so sensitized on the plateau 
for any orgasm but the first is intolerable. 
I had to learn to work for more than one and lose 
my anger about my necessity to work. 
I'm lazy 
and always laziest in resistance 
to mother prodding me to work. 

“And by that time I'm moving my tongue 
more steadily," she said. 

"T don't understand." I wondered 
had she implied that her tongue lay still 
sometimes while her finger moved inside of me? 

"I stick to doing the same thing. Before 
you're that close I do more variations, I move 
around your clitoris and go different directions 
and speeds." 

"Oh and you become steadier because 
The Big Gush means I've hit the plateau." 

"I think so. You get very still." She was 
fiddling with my agitated tit. I captured her hand. — 

“That's when my mind goes veering off." 

"Mine does, too. I think if I just don't move, 
if I'm very quiet, nothing will happen. I make grocery 
lists, anything to make it last," she said, 

"I feel so helpless." 

"But sometimes I make rhythmic noises 
on the plateau." 

"T know: unhh, unhh, unhh, unhh." 

"Helps to keep it dissipated." 

She felt close again, she'd gotten close to me 
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in spite of me because she's good at it, she's so good 
at what she likes to do. 
This time was my pure impulse and responsibility 
to sneak up on our burgeoning fears 
about each other. 
I keep longing to start fresh, with 
somebody new, with no accumulated grudges. 
Other times I think my guilt and grudges 
go with me no matter who I'm with. 
Some women only beat around my bush, but she 
has gotten close enough to make me fly up. 
Or with her I let me fly 
and she scares me when she makes me 
show myself. 

"I feel so much better. I'm so relaxed 
I could fall asleep." 

"Don't you dare." 

"Oh, you want your turn?" 

"I'm counting on it." 

I rolled on top of her, with my mind 
still clinging to my subject. "When I come 
does my vagina move?" 

"I don't notice. I get too distracted by 
the noise you make. And you keep trying 
to shove the heel of your hand into my eye. 

I wish I'd told Pam and Tracy that, 
when you copped your free feel off them 
showing them how I grabbed your head. 
How did you show them?" 

I showed her how I showed them. 

"But actually you grab me more like this." 
Then I brushed my tits against her tits 
feeling it through two layers of shirt. 

"You can't tell if I'm having contractions?" 

"I don't notice. I know I keep my finger 
moving inside of you--" 

"oh good for you" 

"—-but I really don't think I notice 
as much as you do about 
what's happening. 

I'm afraid if I think about it too much 
E'1l lose it.” 

"That's what I did when I turned off," I 
said, pressed close against her by my own weight. 
"I thought too much. No turning back, I had to 
think it all the way through." 

I was lowering 
my face to her cunt 
the slick and the fur. 

"Where's Moby and Bella?" 
she asked about our 
pussycats. 

"Mmmphxmmm? " 


Marilyn Gayle 
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MY FIRST WOMAN 


Mary, now I address you: 
How did I turn off? 

I'd rather not count the ways. 

I'd rather forget 
a knack I hope I've lost. 

I'd rather forget nightmares, and we 
gave each other nightmares, 
shared a nightmarish 
clinging to existence. 


First, can you ever forgive me 
for failing to renounce 
aman I didn't love 
for you? 
if we define love 
as the way your touch 
made me feel 
I had never felt love before. 
The first step of my turning off 
was turning off to him. 


Second, can you imagine 
from this distance in years 
I understand 
but putting yourself there 
two women lost together 
for the first time 
lost my whole past 
lost great mental structures of 
contrived purpose 
lost my heart 
lost my ability to be alone 
lost my respectability 
and my devices for defining 
reality and myself 
putting yourself there 
can you imagine 
how it made me feel 
that you were faking orgasm 
with me 
during my ecstacy? 
Knowing what I know now 
I wonder if anyone 
could ever fool me that way again 
(I guess it would all depend 
on how badly I needed 
to believe 
that I could move my 
chosen woman) . 


38 


Third, 

I was taking birth control pills 
for him 
they say that turns some women 
off 


Fourth, I suffered pain 
and needed to forget my senses. 
With our enormous desires to live 
we committed all kinds of suicide 
to survive 
hurtling our bodies fifty feet 
from your somersaulting car 
I was driving at 
four in the morning 
Do you remember how I made 
love to you 
sprawled across the adjustable 
bedside table 
between our hospital beds 
I was too broken to walk 
across that narrow space 
my most skilled right 
hand 
shattered, in a cast 
your bed was luckily on my 
left 
and I could heave my torso 
onto the table 
and manipulate 
arm's length left-handedly 
your clitoris 
pleasuring you in close proximity to your 
unimaginable pain 
your crushed hip socket? 
(it hurt to hurl myself back into my own bed 
when the nurse burst in our door) 
Our connection then 
couldn't have been called 
mere love 
I knew when you woke or slept 
in my sleep 
opened my eyes before you cried out 
in pain of consciousness 
and once 
with my own voice 
and improvised noises 
talked you 
drugged and in shock 
into coming 
Don't you wish we had a tape of that? 
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You were always threatening to kill yourself. 
It tore my heart to shreds 
that you should want to die 
while loving me 
while I kept wrecking your cars 
while claiming 
I wanted to live 
myself 
And you constantly reproached me that 
I didn't really love you 
or why did I keep going to him? 
and I patiently argued 
the intricate circle dances 
of my trying to prove I love you 
game we played 
while I withheld the proof 
of giving myself exclusively 
to you 
dancing that way 
exhausted me 
robbed me of speech 
kept me bottled up with lying about how 
no, I wasn't angry 
no, I wasn't repelled by 
your demands 
your voracious 
it seemed to me then 
need 
and fighting to keep control and possession 
of me 
those times we didn't end up 
faces distorted 
screaming 
fighting to keep from doing that 
I lost my most precious 
self-possession 
lost the key with which I could 
release myself 
my mind so busy keeping me 
from saying what 
I felt 
it kept me, too, 
from crying out in pleasure 
from jerking when you touched me 
from opening my legs 
from letting a woman 
make me come 
since I couldn't come 
with a man, because 
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Last and All, I didn't want to be 
A Queer. 
And you made a queer of me 
when you made me burn 
when you took control of me 
with your lightest touch 
your perfect-sense-of-rhythm 
drummer's fingers like 
hovering hummingbird 
wings ratatatting against 
my clit 
and you marched me 
to your different drummer's beat. 


Marilyn Gayle 
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IN REMEMBRANCE 


I want to feel the liquid softness 
of you 
The proof in fact that you 
want me 
To run my fingers one at a time 
Over the world that is you, 


To remember with my mouth 
The tiny imperfections you despised 
Until they gave you pleasure 
From my attentions 
A mole, a freckle, a scar, 
You say my kiss is healing them 
I say only acknowledging 
The uniqueness of you. 


Making love sounds used to see 
You blushing. Until that time 

I carried you away in my mouth, 
And we felt the abandonment of 
Helplessly loud exploding passion 


Our breasts sliding slippery 

With sweat, against each others' thighs 
We moved woman to woman 

You make me feel greedy sometimes 
When I want you to touch me. . . 


But only fleetingly so. wendy Mullen, Lezberado 


Jean M 


é A POEM 
“~% 
= y yr 
SN | i sit here 
C= / watching her play cards 


intently. 
a breeze slides by 
& i see her nipples 


< arise & try to catch it. 
\ they stand there-- 
N waiting. 


wy / 
»» 
y 


| 
At 
, Lm ( Laurie L 


Jean M 


MAIN 
\\\ 


Leen 


POEM TO A CHERRY PIT (K€ 


cherry pit. 

sweet little stone. 

stone of my fancy, stone of my fantasy. 
I tongue you. 


smooth wet slippery mound sliding around my mouth. 
ridges on each side form a triangle at the top. 
you are hard and full of secret juices, 

cherry pit. 


cherry pit, cherry pit, 

with the power to grow and explode. 

you are the treasure at the center of the fruit. 
and I tongue you cherry clit, cherry clit, cherry clit. 


Peggy 


SWEET CREAM 


My mouth is full of sweet cream 

It drips off my chin 

And dries in the hairs on my upper lip. 
White and wet and tangy. 


You are my sweet cream woman. 


Peggy 


Jean M 


MARILYN GAYLE CUNT 


Sometimes when I see you down the aisle in the Safeway 

on the other side of the room in some dull meeting 

I look at you and think 

"Who's that?" 

so scary sexy 

brown eyes keeping track of everything 

I wonder if you're pretending not to see me in the Safeway 
"I'd like for her to do it to me" 

"I'd like to do it to her 

make her scream out with shuddering pleasure." 


And this afternoon as we walked down the sidewalk 
you were talking 
I watched your mouth 


the curls of expression 

your mouth from the front is wide and full and curving 
always one way or another to express 

your mouth from the side is sweet, childlike 

sweet, dear 

smooth, white, soft cheek 

to jawbone just in front of your ear 

where I kiss so often 


I realized as we walked along that 

my cunt was wanting 

pulsing, I guess 

making its existence known 

what I always say you do 

get turned on at appropriately inappropriate times 


But when we're alone together 

we talk of all the other women we know 
to do it with you is so scary 

the best rides are the scariest 


So we talk and talk and woo and fend off 

we know so well how to please and hurt each other 

I can tell you of the other women who may want me 
You can tell me of the other women who may want you 


But always, for me, our bodies have known the way to each other 
from our first embrace 

a surprise 

I didn't expect it with you 

like it's not possible to know anyone 

without pressing up against her 


We have such good reasons for parting. 
They have to do with growth, 
spontaneity, wishing for that blood-rushing turn on 


we don't get any work done 
we can't tell where one of us leaves off 


and the other begins 
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In short we lost ourselves. 

That's what I fought against for so long with you 
and wanted so much all my life. 

She said Pisces are absorbing, 

oh yes, do that 

absorb me 


eat me all 

and swallow me 

and explain myself yourself to me you 
and I'll reflect you me to us 


But where does all this end 

in some horrible place, no doubt 

mirror to mirror 

I don't care 

I want to find out. 

They always hint darkly about sick and negative and 
yes, perverse. 

They always lie to me, too. 

Start again with someone else and try to get to the point 
where we are now. 

The ‘healthy thing to do is pull back these lines 

to ourselves 

fill in those dotted lines where we were merging 

I mean who's talking now 

is that what you think, or we think or you me think? 


Could I develop a taste for masturbation again? 
it's not scary 

and you so well know the way 

to make me helpless 

I love it 

to dangle by a thin frayed thread you hold 

and jiggle 
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your finger on my nipple 

your finger inside me 

your finger on my anus 

your tongue on my clit 

doing what you know I like 

in the way I like 

at the pace I like 

so in your power 

your awful, considerable, considerate power 


When I moved my things out 

when I took my steel tableware 

when I took my pictures down 

kicked in the mirror we bought together 


I also took your rust-colored thermal shirt 
so full of your smell 

I take it out of the drawer 

and smell it 


I did that once and it hurt so bad 
I didn't do it again for a while 
but it's not your fresh smell 

it smells like a relic of you 


I started to masturbate, reached down 

running my finger through my own cream 

I smelled it. 

"It's Marilyn's cunt." 

but I knew it wasn't 

and felt sick pity for my attempt to deceive myself 
so I rubbed off on the blankets instead. 


Smelling you often gives me that weakness 
that runs down my front 

through my abdomen 

into my thighs 


your forehead smells like a cinnamon cookie 
sweetness at your neck 

sweat and pubic hair at your armpit 
light, sweetness on your stomach 
scary, strong, mother smell, cunt 
secretions 

old secretions 

recent secretions 

urine 

musky : 

the thrill of fear 

that place, the most important 
most hidden 

most forbidden, I lick it 

I eat it. 


Barbary Katherine 
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oh how I love to see 
myself reflected 
in your complacent 
self-satisfied eyes 
just after you 
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did you know that females have their first gay encounter 
before males do? 

the suckling of a mother's breast is an intimate lesbian 
experience. 


cyd james-irish 
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fp My first orgasm today 


was like going to the barn 

unlatching the door and being 

immediately run down by a stampeding horse 
before I could even get inside 

when I had expected 

to go into the barn 

stroll over to the stall 

feed the horse some hay 

and lead her out the door 


Barbary Katherine 
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I slide down your belly, slowly 
Down the steep earthy slope 
Stopping here and there to taste 
the skin, sunwarmed 

Full of birth, your soil 

To the grass, to the picnic 

Of wine and visions streaming 
Sunrays into my closed eyes. 
Arms wrapped around your 

Thighs 

Damp, growing things twined 
Together, vines and trees out of the earth. 
My mouth melts slowly into the 
Multiple folds of 

Your curious cunt like 

A new warm spring 

Bathe away my urban days. 


I may lose myself in such liquid swims 
Fashioning blankets from your soil 
But I cannot drown 

Or build a grave 

Like all sweet dreams 

I must come off of the mountain 

And go back into the heat 

Of our cities 


Katharine English 
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I KNOW THAT YOU KNOW THAT I KNOW THAT YOU KNOW 


I know that you're thinking about seeing her. 
I know that you're afraid you'll see her 
and afraid you won't. 

I know why you took a bath 

and washed your hair 

and put on your new shirt 

and why you have the squirts 

and started to smoke a joint 

and put it out 

and talked to yourself: 

"want to get there before that meeting" 
and started out the door 

and came back 

and made a telephone call 

and said "they're busy, I'll call back" 
and went out the door saying 

"I'll be back in a short while" 

(two minutes after you said "I'll be back shortly"). 
The "while" gives you time for a short 
conversation if you do see her. 

I know 

and I know you know I know 

and of course I know because I've been in 
the same place you are 

and so we both lie and lie and lie 

to protect ourselves 

and each other and 

ourselves. 


Barbary Katherine 
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I live my outside life 

in gardens of wilted flower dreams 

and broken coke bottle promises 
Garden stakes of lies are driven 
through my ears 

trash barrel talk of 
butchfemmemasculinefeminine 

send me 

limping to you 

in the morning night 


After I catch my breath, 
I speak to you in fingertip language 
while you sigh 
the sighs of a lover. 
You play gracefullygently 
and sing ballads in the bold language 
of teeth and tongue on my skin 
We laugh in the language of pleasure 
in the song of breath and bedsprings 
No need to send for the medics 
to mend shattered psyches; 
Physician, 
we have healed 
ourselves Marianne Itkin 
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WOMEN FUCK 


Women fuck. 
Oh, do women fuck they pound and 
Yell. They hold their legs against the wall 
They pump into the grey and spangled 
Afternoons. 
You are wrong. They do not lay 
Soft stroking in each other's arms 
Wet licking in each other's legs 
And say, "My, my, that's nice, 
I think I'm going to come, Oh, oh!" 


Oh, no. Women knot their fists 

Inside each other's cunts and 

Shove them in and out and grab the 

Backs and scratch and moan 

Filling the night air and morning damps 

With wails akin to pain 

With screams and grunts, flying leaps 

Over the edge, drowning faces 

Plunged between each other's legs, 

Tongues hard and fierce 

Madly flailing breasts and nipples 

Til they stand erect like 

Berries to be eaten. 

Cream runs their bodies over 

Wet, rich, sucking faces necks 

Fingers toes and shoving all the time 

The great powerful bodies into 

Each other, slamming against the 

Doors, flinging from beds to 

Floors. 
You are wrong. They do not sigh 
And pristine squeal in soft soprano 
Trilling slow or low til quick 
They come, "Oh, oh!" 


Oh, no. Women scream the low and basest growls 

That crawl in terror 

From their groins into the hearts and 

Throats. Such symphonies of letting go 

And letting trust come up and take them 

All away into each other. Yes. They cry 

The flooding tears. 

They grasp each other tight and cling and beg "Take me take me 
More more more don't stop yes My God My God!" 


Women fuck, yes. 

Like deep-rooted, heavy laden, 

Well-loved, strong women 

Passionate and pleasing. 

They fuck and talk and laugh and work and dream 

And lay in each other's lives 

All morning long. Katharine English 
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FOUR WAY 


Somebody's always in love in a fourway 

but who? 

Everyone in it? Two people? Three people? 

The deadly symmetry obscures the principal attraction. 
The heaviest lines quickly become entangled 

in the web of light, dotted and broken lines threading 
back and forth between four women. 

Watching them turn on to you and you to them 

and them to me and me to them. 

And we can see it happening to them, too, 

keeping track of everyone's eyes 

where they go, where they linger. 


Sitting in front of my house in your car 

you cried and talked of how we must break up. 
And of course I think it's true... 

this seems to be a fourway 

we can't do. 


Beer and joints in the afternoon, wine with dinner 
filling our bellies 
blunting our edges 
we take our quad positions before the fire 
taking care not to bump 
taking care not to touch 
not to laugh aloud 
and take off our clothes and hug and kiss 
and roll around and say 
you're beautiful...do it to me 
With great caution we seat ourselves 
and bludgeoning our excitement 
with still more joints and liquor 
we apportion the attention 
gossip about once removed women 
nefarious capers, former lovers 
who likes to eat cunt, who won't. 
music and talk and hedged excitement 
carefully herded streams that gradually 
run out and soak into a desert 
of silence and paralysis and frustration. 


Well I guess it's time to go. 

If we're brave and foolhardy enough we can embrace 
front to front 

breasts to breasts 

cunt to cunt 

little kisses to necks and cheeks 

outside in the night air under the stars and neighbors 
with our clothes on 


I get so high and I get so low 
but it's nothing I can do too often. Barbary Katherine 
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making love in the middle of the afternoon is like coming alive again 
and finding out that that's what it's all about. 
SMILE! 
face the world and let them figure it out 
feeling good and showing it. 
the mysterious grin brought on by SEX 
everybody and nobody knows all about it 
SURPRISE WORLD! 


cyd james-irish 
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INTER FEAR 


Across the bar 

over and around a number of other women 

through the smoke 

and the pelvic rocking beat 

your brown soft eyes 

"Watching me?" 

Your small smile starts 

"Yes, watching you." 

Such intimacy possible in such impossible situations 
and a memory possible in such impossible circumstances 
(it doesn't come when we chat alone, now). 


An afternoon sunlit bedroom, 

lavender, green plant forms on the sheet, 
the warm light on our skins, 

your face lifting from my cunt 

looking at my face 

"Oh, I love you" 

so seldom said by you, the impact was such 
that I still can't not believe it, and 

I have tried. 

And then remember your tongue into my vagina 
and out and down and back 

to my vagina and up to my clit 

your thin long fingers 

one in my vagina 

one in my anus 

your mouth on my clit 

our sounds--your excited, questioning sound--like 
pain? ‘ 

my more specific "Yes, baby, yes that's so good" 
and cries and moans 

your face lifting 

saying and meaning it 

"Oh, I love you." 


And sometimes when I think how I still love you 

I think, "Why can't you come to me?" 

And when I'm angry I think 

"Why won't you come to me?" 

Because you wouldn't want to give me the satisfaction? 
the same satisfaction you had just before 

you lifted your face 

and said-- 


That same afternoon 

my mouth on your cunt 

my. fingers in you 

we started the ride together 
together 

approached the climax 
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Pretending that that ultimate peril 

isn't there-- 

don't think about orgasm, 

don't be goal-oriented, 

but when I've bought a ticket to San Francisco 

it's hard not to think about San Francisco on the way 
and I can't easily bear the tension of fear 

getting to it. 


When I was a kid 

I would stand on the deep end of the dock 
and jump in quick 

to see how far I'd sink 

if I could get back to the surface 

and not drown-- 


the fear before 
and the exhilaration afterwards. 


The first time we made love 

you faked an orgasm. 

That's a bad place to lie. 

I never trusted you after that. 

If I had jumped off the deep 

end of the dock 

and hit an underwater obstruction 

I don't know if I could have 

jumped off again. 

Some of my anger about you is 

rearranged guilt-- 

how can two come so close 

and no closer? 

Who's to blame 

or what's the reason? 

What did I not do that I should have done? 
or didn't do right? 

I let you down 

when I wouldn't stay when you wanted me, 
and couldn't make you come, 

or be there when you needed me, 

and couldn't make you come 

or couldn't be patient or persistent enough 
and couldn't make you come. 


Or do you do this to keep me hooked 

so that feelings never get their natural run 
beginning, middle, end 

but catch at this arrested, painful point 
and last a long time 

slow motion 

eventually to languish, slowly 

starve to death? 


Barbary Katherine 
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Touch me, Touch you 
When I feel the warmth 


of you 
and you 
of me 


It's a game almost 
The strangest game I know 
I want us both to be the winner 
The game 
Would be so pointless 
for either of us 
To have to lose. 


Wendy Mullen, Lezberado 


LET'S MASTURBATE RIGHT 


don't just jump into it 
take yourself out 

for an expensive dinner first 
come home and light up the candles 
put on some seductive music 
dress up in your slinky, 

most attractive gown 
scent your body 
make yourself lovable to 
yourself 

Hell! I thought 

the appealing thing about masturbation 
you could do it dirty 
wouldn't have to wash 
fart in the middle of it 
get it over with quick 


Barbary Katherine 


YOU KNEW IT TOO 


I knew you didn't cum 
I knew you had to fake it 


That's O.K. it's alright 

you do a pretty good job, Mama 
so what do I say now 

You're a damn good liar 

Yea, Mama, I could really 

fall in love with you 

I could have really had my 
share of bad times 


I really liked sleeping 
with you 

you moving on top of me 
with one hand, middle 
fingers pressing my clit 
your tongue sliding just 
the way we both liked it 
behind my ear 

and as we said we laid 
in bed from Friday night 
till Sunday afternoon 
"Turning each other on" 


I didn't expect you to confess to feeling guilty 
because you couldn't come with me either 

I guess I knew if I couldn't 

you weren't 

I guess you wanted me for something else 


Pamela Lupe 
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WHAT LESBIANS DO 


Eat cunt. 

That's what we do. 

Eat each other out. 

Sometimes I say, "Make love." 

Maybe more respectful? 

When I'm feeling apprehensive 

I say “have sex"--a healthy habit, you know, 
but eating cunt is what we do. 


When I wanted to find out what lesbians do 

I read some books, 

not really porno because they were never explicit enough. 
My husband said he read in a book at the library 

"They manipulate each other's clitorises with 

their fingers or tongues." 

Tongues--wow-—ick 

putting my mouth down there 

on a woman. 


The first time I tried it 

going down on a woman 

I couldn't go through with it. 

We did a 69, 

her cunt wasn't very clean, 

the smell, the realization of where my face was, 
I had to stop. 

"I'm not much for oral sex," I said. 

So I learned, after much trying and failing, 

to move her clit with my finger 

while teasing and softly pinching her nipple, 
slipping a finger into her vagina, 

sliding my finger up to her clit, 

back to her anus, 

then concentrating a rhythmic movement of 

‘my finger on her clit. 

She liked the tip of my finger right on her clit, 
then my finger moving in a rhythm, 

meanwhile my mouth on her nipple, 

my tongue stimulating her nipple. 


But after we had done this a few times, 

I found that 

I wanted to put my mouth on her cunt. 

And so I got into the joys of eating cunt. 


With my next lover 

we began by using our fingers, 

except the first time we were in bed together 

I had an orgasm by pressing my mound to her cunt 
and rubbing until I came, lying on top of her. 
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Then we 69'd, 

but we had trouble keeping track of 

what we were doing and what we were feeling. 
So we took turns going down on each other, 
and this is what we like best to do. 

We wash (with scented soap sometimes 

I like the scent mixed with the cunt smell) 
we lie down naked together, 

we kiss, we stroke each other, 

touch nipples with fingers and tongues, 

one of us spreads her legs 

and the other puts her head there, 

gently spreads the labia, 

looks and enjoys, says hello, 

licks her clit 

upward from the vagina to the clit, 

puts her mouth around the clit 

and moves her tongue around the clit 

slowly at first 

then gradually, very gradually faster until 
her tongue is licking her. clit, 

making little variations in speed 

and movement and pressure and direction 
according to how she responds, 

meanwhile reaching up with one hand and 
fingering a nipple 

meanwhile with the other hand stroking 

the area around the vagina 

finally inserting a finger 

moving the finger around inside 

perhaps with a thrusting motion 

perhaps with a stroking motion to 

the little ridges inside and on the roof of the cave. 
All these motions usually produce wonderful and 
gratifying results. 

My mind takes trips 

whether I am doing it to my lover 

or she to me. 

I love the back and forth of action and response, 
to know without thinking what she wants now 
what feels good 

how close she is to coming 

making it last as long as she wants. 

And when she is doing it to me 

I love feeling helpless 

and vulnerable 

and trusting in her power 

until the orgasm rolls in 

with heavings and cries and moans 

and we do it again and again. 


Barbary Katherine 
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One of my old lesbian lovers 

liked to sixty-nine 

because the distraction of what 
she was doing 

kept her mind off what 
she was feeling 

so that her anxieties about what 
right she had 
to feel so good 

could not as easily keep her from 
feeling it 


Marilyn Gayle 


Sally Barrett 
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DIET 


In placing the artichoke past my lips 
holding it in the hollow of my tongue 


I somehow feel I could be splurging 
myself in a very dangerous area 


being careful not to slide my tongue over 
the pointed end of the leaves. . .- 
(Tracy dips hers in a special sauce I make. ) 


But on the other hand I could be mixing eating with 


Eating 
Oh, how I mix my vegetables with my cunt and my 
cunt with my vegetables 


Pamela Lupe 
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DOUBLE BIND 


When you happened upon me 
in the bathroom 
scrubbing on my cunt 
you immediately concluded 
not a bad guess 
I seldom bathed 
that I wanted you to put your 
face there 
since I knew you liked it clean 
and I don't blame you 
so do I 
but this put you on edge 
I was robbing sex 
you felt 
of its spontaneity 
rather my cunt should 
appear before you clean 


] by some mysterious means 


so now you know what I was doing 
those times 
I locked you out of the 


bathroom 


Other 
we 


things: 
never embraced 


in front of windows 
you wanted it kept 
in doubt 
exactly what our 
relationship 
was 


and friends were never sure 
we were a Couple 
coupling in the privacy 
of our homes 

and then suddenly 

you wanted me to lie 

on top of you 
it had given you 
claustrophobia before 

and just as suddenly 

couldn't stand how my long hair 
fell in your face 

I considered pinning back my 
hair 
I did 
but if you saw me 

with my hair pinned 
how could we sneak up on sex? 
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That was the straw that broke 
us up. 
Years later you 
gazed wistfully at me 
cropped and looking like a dyke. 
I looked better 
you said 
Why couldn't I have cut 
my hair for you? 
then you needn't have 
rejected me 
One look at me then, baby 
and anybody would have known 
we coupled. 


Sometimes your push and pull 
reminded me 
of how your older brother 
fucked you habitually 
age six through nine 
then sent you off to the priest 
to confess 
your sins 
better to be the victimizer 
than the victim 
you used to say 
And how could you love anybody 
unambiguously 
after that? 


Marilyn Gayle 
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SEE SEE RIDER 


I stopped talking to you in bed. 

You felt that I insulted what you gave 

by saying what I wanted 

instead. 

On the other hand you felt that I purposefully 
misunderstood what you wanted, 

or that my failure to lick you 

fast and light enough 

and the way my tongue sometimes misplaced 
your clit 

were symptoms of my unconscious desire 
not to please you. 

You pleased yourself 

by counting the number of fingers 

you could get inside of me, 

by entertaining the fantasy 

that if I were really open to you, 

you could penetrate me to your wrist 

and I could receive that 

Big O in the Sky 

orgasms with as many contractions as your 
former lover had at your hand 

(which hand would demonstrate by milking air) 
and you once counted thirty grabs 

better than the best that Masters and Johnson 
tabulated. 

And how many times did you tell me 

not to move so much inside of you 

and yet I 

frantic to make you come 

kept sending you scurrying deeper into 
hiding? 

Often it angered me when 

on your terms 

(your at least three fingers 

thrusting in and out like-- 

and I couldn't tell you that it 

sometimes felt painful, 

what you wanted to do to me, 

your definition of our love 

to which I bowed when 

on your terms) 

you made me mildly come. 
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Why can't I remember 

the good things about our sex? what 

we called The Idyll become an idol 

which shattering broke us up 
how that first Thanksgiving we undressed 
and crawled into bed and you knew 
without asking me exactly what I like 
you ate and entered me 
how your pendant breasts hung over me 
how you called my cunt beautiful in that 
baby voice you used with me in bed 
how we used to stare incredulously 
at each other unable to believe that 

there we were 

how you lay on your back and spread your legs 
in unprecedented vulnerability 
coming again finally 
you who'd been away So many years 
how we grew brave enough together 
we women 
to thaw our glaciated sexualities 
by eating cunt? 

Fighting you and your invasion 

of my consciousness, my cunt 

I got not far enough with you and 

I was a super-achiever, too. 

You were never driven wild by me, 

afraid to lose control, and 

I wanted to move a woman deeply 

wanted to touch a woman, which 

you never thought was adequate 

to feel yourself 

to be 

although I knew you were a woman 

and so powerful 

like my mother 

and, of course, you said 

you never wanted to be my mother 

even though with you I took 

my first baby steps 

home free, 


my soft, voluptuous and downy 
dyke. 


Marilyn Gayle 
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my hand on your belly 

this keeps me warm 

though the rain sleets fire 
night hangs heavy with blood. 


I dream we are sleeping ass to 
belly breast to back my arms 

curl around your belly and suddenly I am 
shrinking into your body I 

swim in your belly like 

an unborn fish slicing the sea you 
stretch to earth ends and 

I caught somewhere in your belly 
grope my way to your cunt 

emerge vague and bloody to 

kiss your thigh 

there where the flesh curves inward 
white where the dark hairs curl 


Melanie 
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"NO! NO! No!" 


you protested, 
shouting along your second orgasm, while 
against what seemed to be your insuperable 
efforts to resist me, clenching your thighs 
and ass and undulating your pelvis so that 
my tongue must stay in contact with your clit 
only by some invisible magnet, while nonetheless 
I circled my whole head to move your whole Venus 
mount and you made it harder for me by clamping 
both hands on my head and holding it tight. 
You said, "Do you mind if I do this? It 
helps" if I am moving your hands and arms 
and thighs and shoulders by the mere determined 
nodding of my head, implicitly yes to your no. 
"Nnnnnnnnnnnng," I could only reply with my 
tongue tripping no body got fooled, no was 
your syllable this time to punctuate your 
coming 
"No! No! No!" 
to let me know each no 
was a rush of pleasure 
scream-pitched 
and pitching with your 
thighs 
You sank back when I let you. 
"No?" I murmurred, smelling you. 
Your laugh sprang from as deep inside of 
you as my touch reached. "I didn't really mean 
it. I only said it to scare myself." 


Marilyn Gayle 
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THANKS FOR THE MEMORIES 


I've heard you two are leaving Portland. 
Good. 

Maybe, when I don't see you, together 
staring at me, past me, through me, 
you will become for me 

what I must be for you, 

x friend x lover 

redefined as threat 

and denied 

conversation 

affection 

consideration 

acknowledgement 


I threaten your relationship 
You threaten my sanity 


Tracy 

can five years be fiction? 
Sometimes I think so. 

And if they are 

then am I? 

No. 

I have pictures 

I have proof 

I have memories 

I have nightmares. 


Remember: 

my orange scarf 

the chair in the hallway 

and Jack Kerouac 

Dharma Bums--I ain't no bum 

"You and: this chair better get yourselves together." 
Was my stuffing coming out 

and my upholstery so obviously worn? 

Saying I could spend the night 

on the couch 

while you slept on the box springs? 

hot cakes for breakfast 

and a trip to the beach 

selling the wine for gas money to get back to Portland 
the Mah Jongg tile clothes-pinned to my mailbox 
(that must be from Tracy, 

who else plays Mah Jongg, 

who else even knows about it?) 

hugging in the kitchen 

and finally making love in Aunt Phil's bed 
(while chaperoning the children) 
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our Murphy bed stolen from Portland State 
and wheeled through the Park Blocks 

to my place/our place 

your Kelty pack hung on the wall 

"If/when this gets dishonest I'm leaving." 
So much happened in 5 years 

how can it be 

disregarded 

ignored 

disbelieved? 

I knew who we were 

jantracy 

but not who I was 

so I went off to find myself. 

Instead I found 


Pam: 

"Your house or mine?" 

Making love on that skinny little bed on your sun porch 
mickey mouse sheets 

and then I didn't see you for two months 
--I didn't want to get involved-- 

so you came over to my house 

out in the back yard picking grapes 
Hello 

Uh, hello 

It got easier though 

I feel so amazingly comfortable with you 
I know, me too. 

So what happened? 

Maybe we were too similar. 

You said I was too bitter, cynical, mean and self-hating 
but later you admitted you meant us both. 
So much pleasure 

so much pain 

we knew it had to end 

we would have destroyed each other. 

And besides all that, 

no, 

above all that 

I couldn't come with you. 

It wasn't supposed to matter-- 

goal oriented, politically incorrect-- 
but it did, of course it did. 


So one Wednesday evening we went to Tracy's to do the laundry 
and that was the end of you and me. 

Y'all spent Thursday in bed 

(she came three times and was even more gentle than me 

thanks for the info) 

and I put a bullet through my bedroom wall. 

Friday we met for drinks 

and I put a cigarette out in my hand 

(you weren't impressed) 
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Saturday you told me you loved me 

too many times. 

Sunday, with your fingers inside me, 

you said this was useless 

(yea, I knew it too) 

Monday you were gone for good, for sure and forever. 


I took the sheets off the bed 

they smelled like us 

and started sleeping in my clothes 
with my cat 

pillows all around 

and the radio on. 

Five weeks is no less believable than five years 
just harder to hold firmly in my mind. 
I can't really remember 

your face 

your sounds 

your wetness 

your smell 

how you tasted 

or felt inside 

or looked at me when you loved me 

or how we fit together, almost perfectly 
gentle eyes 

gentle hands 

gentle mouths 

gentle tongues 


I can't really remember 
until I sleep 


Because I was so involved with each of you 
I must be 

locked. out 

ignored 

invalidated. 


I am, however, unwilling 
to be convenient 

to disappear 

to be made invisible 

to forget 


But since you have chosen 
to go so far away 

go a little farther 

out of 

my sight 

my space 

my time 

my life 

my dreams 

stop haunting me 


Good-Bye Janet E.B. 
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KILLING LOVE 


I could never say I never loved you 
but to myself I have said, many times, 
I wish I had never loved you. 

And now I think: 

I don't want to love you anymore. 

And every day I try to kill it 

as it oozes its soft, vulnerable, 
pleading, needing, please, please 
tentacles into the open of my awareness, 
I crush it 

I mash it 

like a worm 

and watch its sickening sweetness 

run out and dry up. 

I know I'll kill most of it off 

in time. 

I've done it before. 

A hardening of the heart, I called it, 
at other times, when loving someone 
became more pain than pleasure. 
Because every time you tell me again 
you love her: 

imagine a festering, inflamed wound with 
yellow-green pus oozing out and deep 
into this raw openness you insert 


a shiny, sharp knife. 
Barbary Katherine 
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AFTER THE BAR OR YOUNG LOVE 


--If you don't come home with me I'm going to put you 


in a bag and take you. 


* * * 


She kisses me. Exploring passion. After all we 
are strangers if not good friends. We are playing 
with fire to illumine the situation. The buttons 
on her shirt are flints. Under the buttons, I've 
spent all night drinking in a bar wondering about 
those buttons. Now my hands find her shape, the bumps 
of her ribs, the feel of her breasts. Button button. 

--Listen you have to take off your own boots. 

Two naked drunks. We know what we want, but 
we have to pee. She leaves the room and I warm 
the lumps in the bed, dreamily, the fate of desire 
is a lumpy bed and a rainy day. 

--If you have warm feet I'll love you forever. 

--They call me Hot Foot, wanted in 18 states. 

--I'll be right back to see about those 18 states. 
The floor is cold. My feet feel like frozen chicken 
wings by the time I get back to her body. Sure enough 
her feet are warm. We hold each other and the small 
indecisive fear at the edge of attraction dissolves, 
turns to steam as my feet warm and we begin to move. 

We are facing, arm in arm in arm, legs between 
legs, each motion away is a motion toward. Priming 
the well I think. Still thinking. Her mouth is wide 
as her lips are broad. Tongues meeting like porpoises, 
a hand behind her neck to hold or get more. I send it 
down her spine, this way and that, down to the last 


heart shaped disc and the heart shaped ass. Wide and 
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round like the inside of her mouth, the line to her 
asshole like the ridge to her throat. Perhaps there 
is fur on her tongue from the pack of Camels crumpled 
somewhere on the floor? 

She rolls onto her back giving her invitation 
and command. This is no game of persuasion. This is 
lust. Her hand dawdling down my back and up my ribs 
has pulled me. I am easily encouraged. Her sounds, 
her breathing acknowledge that I please her, more, 
that I cannot do anything but please her. Quickly, 
it says, and there, but I grow deliberate. Down her 
throat my mouth my fingers find the hollows of her 
collar bone and across and around and down to her breast 
in my palm. 

With a move of her back she intercepts my intention 
and offers her other nipple to my mouth. Back to the 
button. This time I'm where I want to be nestling 
beside her every move created by me. My tongue as soft 
as her nipple is hard drawn through my lips her breast 
is more soft and pliant than the lips themselves. 

In my hunger I listen, ears filled with breath 
and mouth and breast. I hear her desire in my hand 
tracing her belly. Legs parting, her shift is as clear 
as my cunt is wet. Come here, you're getting through to 
me, get through to me. 

Low in the back of her throat I hear her relief 
beginning as my finger slides through to her clitoris. 
It burns in lines that invisibly extend from my touch 
on her clit to the arch in her neck. Finger printing 
her clit. The loop of my fingerprint around the loop 
of her clitoris so easy around in the liquid that 
propels orgasm. She feels like the velvet whiskey she 
drinks, smooth and hot and cool. I mix the temperatures, 
external heat of vagina to internal heat of clit. She 


sounds so easy. 
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I begin the impossible angles that inch my lips 


to her vulva, counting her ribs with my mouth, tickling 


her stomach with my hair. I'm fascinated, but she 
doesn't wait for my fascination. She quakes, yelling, 


her cunt dissolves and expands. She snores. 


--Georgia? 


Nothing. 


Chicken 


HOT AND COLD RUNNING WOMEN 


Finally it dawns on me I must accept 
your version of your truth 
only a woman who has never loved me 
could say she never loved me 
I must hear that and turn my deaf ear 
to the long deep breaths you drew 
the last time we embraced 
In exchange I give you my most 
recently revised rendition of my truth 
For the last year I've been your fool 
fooling myself 
that my paralysis lay in my Failure 
to discount your words and to act solely and 
purely on those electric signals that infused 
the air of us together, 
my Failure to assume responsibility for the 
feelings of us both. 
Clearly I wasn't believing your talk. 
I refused to believe it ; 
mattered what you said although - 
your words invented your truth. 
I fooled myself that only the signals of our desires 
mattered 
and not the signals your word your truth 
that jammed the other signals 
I'm trying to say 
I should have believed you all along 
You Always Spoke the Truth 
and you never loved me 
never loved a woman like yourself 


And now it's too late to ask the color of your 
pubic hair 
which I've longed to stroke 

I fight the impulse to jam 

giving you even this signal, now that 

I've given up, given up even 

giving up as a tactic for continuing with you 

my continuing Failure to ask : 
what kinds of moans you uttered making love 
whether you came with me that night we 

writhed together in the 

pickup and you never let on? or else 

why did you feel so guilty? since 

you've made actual, intimate, naked 

love (without coming) with other women 

(without feeling guilty?) and you've 

never done that with me. 
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But I accept your version of your truth 
you don't come 
you have no pubic hair 
you don't make love 

For me 

what's true of you is what you let me see. 


What's true of me is that I've spent 

great blocks of time imagining making 

love with you. I've even imagined 

getting comfortable enough to fart with you, 

not so harrowing as real occasions. 

I've imagined the juicy swollen feel of your 
tumescent cunt sliding beneath my 
fingertips or pressed against my 
mouth airtight so that I could suck 
the blood into your clit and swell it out 
to meet my racing tongue. 

Not so harrowing as real occasions. 

I concluded your pubic hair would be surprisingly 
dark for a woman of your complexion 
remembered your breasts 
look a lot like mine 
with big nipples and dark hairs ringing 
your corallas 

I imagined your smell, some distillation of that 
smell of you that thrilled my lungs 
that I caught a draft of 
driving with you in my close pickup cab 

I imagined my finger inside of you 
the feel and salty taste of your 
slippery juices oiling my stroking 
of your inner cords and ridges 

I conjured up : 
how your vaginal walls would undulate with my 
moving inside of you to help 
complete the circuit fed by the sharp 
sparks of my tongue's quick 
brushes with your 
standing right up 
clit 

I would have licked your clit 

and stroked you 
both hands, breast, vagina 
simultaneously 
the way I can sing and simultaneously strum and finger 
my guitar 

I imagined I could make you come the same 
shrieking way I can make one woman 
come 
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No, I confess I imagined making you 

come 

somehow even closer than that 

I imagined knowing what's happening 

in some way I haven't known that I could 
imagine your coming 

in my presence 

in my present 

in some kind of a Now that I can touch you 
that could make you, you said, 

weep 


and sometimes I even could imagine you gone wild 
with eating me, harrowingly 
but my gut knows those real occasions 
where maybe it could have happened If 
if you were drunk enough 
not to remember a thing the next day 
like that drunken time you called 
to say you were in love with me 
if I forced you 
if I had set out from the start 
to ambush you, masking 
my real intentions 
if I were cleverer or less transparent 
if I hadn't taken up smoking 
if my hands didn't shake when I was with you 
if we weren't always happening upon 
the wrong people 
or saying the wrong thing at the wrong time 
or plagued with mistrust 
maybe we could have done that forbidden thing 


if chance and circumstance had been on our side 


but not. 


I could always feel that moment when we touched 
when your mind stepped in to forbid 
you tightened 
peremptorily patted my shoulder 
once you clicked your teeth like a cornered owl 
and it frightened me, did it 
remind me of myself, crowded and scared? 
as when I told you, my first time 
in your arms, how good the sex was 
with my present lover, even as I knew 
your terror of satisfying yourself and doubt 
about satisfying me? did you fear my blithe 
unthinking cruelty if you came too close? 
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Our real occasions 
were debilitating rituals 
sleeping damsel, horny devil 
neither of us quite evil 
enough 
we ran the same maze 
over and over 
there was no food 
at the end of it 
and I'm sick of it 
I'm sick with turning you on to 
running home with cream 
for "David Schmavid" 
Bitch! 
Did it burn your innards, too? 
Did it turn you sour to know me 
every time 
returning to another woman's 
bed? 
Can't you just say you hate me? because 
I hate you so bad. 


But instead I must believe 
you never loved me because you said. 
only a woman who has never imagined my 
whooping and jerking when 
I came 
only a woman who has never tasted 
with her mind 
my lubrication 
only a woman who has never craved to witness 
my abject, ecstatic 
dancing at the ends of the strings 
she deftly picks 
only a woman who has never conjectured 
about the careful, innovative 
techniques she could employ 
to blow my cover 
only a woman who never longed to crawl 
inside of me or to take me 
in her mouth 
only a woman afraid 
to see my eyes go soft 
only a woman who has never loved me 
could say she never loved me. 
The litanies you speak make their own truth: 


You're happy. 

You don't want to be a dyke. 

You don't want to be manipulated by this woman's 
fingers. 
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You're repelled by your own responses to me. 

You never loved me. 

You can't call me. 

You never want to see me again. 

You never longed for my real flesh. 

You're happy. 

You don't want to be a dyke. 

You would prefer that I were unobtainable. 

You would only go to bed with me by accident 
or coercion. 

You never loved me. 

You're happy. 

You don't want to be a dyke. 

You never loved me. 


Marilyn Gayle 


THAT THING THAT HAPPENED 
BETWEEN US 


I keep trying 


to convince myself 


to reinforce my decision 


to get over you 


I try 


to tell myself 
you gave me nothing 


in 


you weren't worth the pa 


of watching you use your 


power 
to thwart yourself 


and me 
but something about being wi 


th you 


gives me great waves of grief 


to renounce 


and it was not 


my own neurotic 


craving for the punishment 


of your sexual 


£ your own 
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reject 
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queer tendencies 
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of course 
as rejection of myself and my own 


queerness 
it was how I felt there 


at the center of the world 
the mainstream of history 


tant event 


the most 


impor 
taking place that day 


while we were merely talking 


about your hemorrhoids and mine 


about how blood flowed from your 


t clots 


"like liver" you said 


vagina in grea 


mine did, too 
"misery loves company" 


and sometimes 


you said 
and I never told any woman 


before you 


that I hid my used Kotex 


behind the radiator of the child- 


hood bedroom I shared with my 


ter 
when I heard her c 


sis 


oming 


the nasty act 
of menstruating 


in 


so she wouldn't catch me 
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while I was steeped in visions of your 
ass-hole 
your bloody cunt 
the stretch marks on your stomach 
the blisters on your 
hands that crave to feel inside 
a woman 
and seep instead their forbidden 
impulses through 
your pores 
while my mind embraced and kissed your 
scars of shame 
while I was with you 
while I was bathed in the immediacy 
of your attention 
while your voice like a 
child's singing 


took me 
breathless and spellbound 
on an ordinary metropolitan Ss 
busride SN 
while my cunt ached from 
how I loved to watch your face 
your bony hands 


your freckled arms 
while you enchanted me 
by waking me from my trance 
and the invisible high voltage wires 
you attached to my heart 
set it to hammering and knocking 
against the walls of my chest 
like a prisoner 
begging to be released 
but you did it 
you said what you needed to say 
to make me go away 
and I'm going 
figuring 
if one of us has got to die 
it might as well be you 


Marilyn Gayle 
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my cunt 
my open wound 
my hanging folds of internal-looking 
flesh 
my bleeding gash and gaping 
sore that never heals 
or seals me off 
but keeps on throbbing 
keeps me continually uncalm 
and craves unlikely balm 
some soothing irritant 
to exacerbate my 
nerves 
and comfort me 
something, like the dishes, 
that is never done 


Marilyn Gayle 
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I laughed one time 

And I caught you trying not to 
looking down at my face 

Half hidden 
by the mustache of your womanness. 
The bedroom circus' bearded woman. 


Wendy Mullen, Lezberado 


amas? 
eae fat 


COMMENTARY 


The witty things you say at crucial moments 
do it! do it! do it! 
you know, you know 
come on, come on, help me, 
please, come on 
now? now? now? 
that's good, that's good, that's 
good! yeah! 
yeah! 
in perfectly understandable English 
make me laugh so hard sometimes I 
can barely continue 
to’ stimulate 
your coming 


Marilyn Gayle 
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DOING YOU 


The best orgasms ever, now that we live apart. 
Did I draw lines on your sidewalk 
that you could pace between 
where you could be seen 
but not touched? 
I've often wished we were children the same age 
so that you could invite me out to play 
I wanted to change the name of my craving 
from your name 
and call it me, so that I could understand it 
in the mirror you have just shattered 
You keep me 
by responding in kind 
how can we break up 
our such good sex? 
(when you never deprive yourself to deprive me, 
deprive me to deprive yourself? 
whichever) 


I know sometimes it also starts this way for you: 
When we eat, the taste of food is not our loudest thought 
We don't need to remind ourselves to chew 
So many times I've eaten you 
that I could give lectures in my head to large audiences 
my more than accidental purpose giggling in your ear 
in the back row 
while in fact I'm licking your clitoris 
almost automatically, somewhat habitually 
but simultaneously trying to pretend 
that you're not receiving me 
that I haven't come dangerously close to your smell 
but that I'm bathed in the deafening applause of some multitude 
I have swayed 


How did I hear your first soft crying out in such a din? 
Here's what I remember next: 
I entered you with the forefinger of my left hand, 
the tip of my littlest finger touching your anus. 
Your vagina felt sinewy this time, 
and this time I reached as far into you as I could go. 
(Raped at age six, you don't always love penetration.) 
But interior stimulation, you've discovered, helps 
to dissipate the intense localized zing of my tongue 
racing in place atop your clit, slinging you too fast 
toward orgasm on the tip of a sharp spine, while 
you'd rather rise unhurried on a leisurely platform. 
My finger in your pocket spreads you across each 
higher altitude at a dead circular run not quite 
so deep as your cervix 
(am I reaching you?) 
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Well, you goaded me on by screaming 
which you did not contrive 
but I did contrive 
to stop moving inside of you because my forearm ached. 
meanwhile my tongue 
(it never tires 
it can continue unattended like background music) 
became a suddenly crisp beat in the silence of sensation 
it narrowed you again 
and started lifting you 
Inside, 
you felt like the slippery velvet lining of a taut rope 
I lost track of our orientation to the bed 
(afterwards you said that you felt 
helpless with all the help you needed) 
my yelping in reply to your cries like 
arguing with a cat 


(only lesbians know why girls love horses: 

there is never a crack of light between my mouth and your 
vaginal lips, between my tongue and your clit when you start 
bucking) 


your vaginal walls began to twitch and lose control; with each 
twitch I ran my finger along your inner ridges and dispersed you, 
splash, the closer-together waves from a skipping stone about to 
plunge 
the depths: 


The Gripping, Howling Way You Came 
(trying to escape me, but baby) 


I rode you around the bed, I kept you in hand, I stayed 
inside for you to clutch, you couldn't stop gulping down 
my current but for one pause to catch breath, your sexual 
peristalsis 


How could I write the duet we sang, 
sound-track improvised for a jungle travelog 
how I hate you hate me for touching my 
nerve to your synaptic gap? 


Marilyn Gayle 
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What I keep coming back for is your 
expression while you're examining my 
cunt 
studious and reverent and greedy 
and genuinely amused 
and pleased with what you 
anticipate you're going to do 
and what you do 
I'm less inclined to think about than once: 
now she's doing so and so to my 
clit, is that the right spot there 
that she's touching? there, no, 
there, but stay there, why can't 
I say it out loud "Stay there" 
because I know you would stay if 
I asked you, and now you're coming 
inside of me a little too 
soon, but if I said out loud 
"Not yet" then you'd wait for 
me to say "Now. Come inside of me." 
and I tremble to say such a thing 
out loud. 
and I worried and I fussed with you 
in silent dialogue with myself or with 
you or with some disinterested third 
party who was on my side sometimes and 
sometimes on yours, keeping a careful 
narrative distance from the current events. 


I still have a hard time saying what I want 
but our unspoken messages have clarified. 
You meet with my responses 
which, trusting you, 
respond spontaneously 
until I'm barely aware 
that I've opened my legs wider, 
inhaled with my vagina, tipped 
my pelvis higher to inform 
you that it's just the time to come 
inside of me to disperse 
through my interior the now excruciating 
shocks of your tongue's 
rapid collisions with my 
elit. 
Either I learned to signal you or now 
somehow 
you know. 
And I'm barely aware at the time 
that I make minor adjustments in my 
own trajectory when you slide off my 
clit target spot. 
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Or sometimes if I find I'm sealed off 
and that I'm not going to let you 
come and get me 
then without intending it I start 
to reach, you recognize my reaching, start to 
love with more assertion 
my assertion that 
I want it 
I want to come 
I want it enough to bear down 
I want it so much I let you witness how 
I want it, though I'd bite 
the hand that feeds me it 
that craving and that embarrassment 
about my craving 
and that anger about my 
embarrassment that you 
a woman like myself 
and like my mother 
are touching me down there, 
licking me, taking me in your mouth, 
moving the walls of my interior, stroking 
my tenderest nerves in the bad, smelly 
part of my body that can gulp you down 
in deep draughts 


and your expression as you wet me gasping 
to drink you but too dry to open my throat 
your expression then 
your flickering thick lashes and your 
hawk nose burrowed in my black bush 
is what I come for 
what I keep coming for 
and keep coming back for 
I think you've learned this 
other language that I speak 
not English 
what I said even before I wailed 
Mama! 
I keep coming again to scream in 
your comprehending face. 


Marilyn Gayle 
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